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knew every motive in Maria Rockage's brain,
her poverty, so that often at Grosset there
was not food enough, her passion for her off-
spring, her confused Methodism, her muddled
benevolence and her real warmth of heart. It
was on this last ground that the two of them
met.

But now Maria was frightened. She could
not find Carey. She must find him, for they must
leave at once. Even the servants downstairs were
drinking. There was a little black boy on the
staircase eating pie out of a dish. The whole
affair was tumbling out of control. She must find
Carey and take him home, back to their rooms in
Berkeley Square. As a matter of fact, Judith knew
that the rooms were not in Berkeley Square, but up
a mews in Brick Street. Young Phyllis (safely
asleep at Grosset) was for ever betraying her
mother's tactics. Maria's terror rose. She especi-
ally resented that Jennifer Cards should be the
belle of the evening. She disliked and con-
demned the Bournemouth branch of the family.
Moreover, her own rather shabby black dress
had been, in intention, a Catherine de' Medici.
It had a stiff high black collar. * She paints shock-
ingly high. How Amelia permits her . . . But
Amelia wishes to sell her to the finest bidder, and
for all they were so grand when Carey stayed at
Bournemouth last year, the rain came into the
coach and the straw was soaked . . . and I'm
sure that Robert (Jennifer's brother) is an effemi-
nate young man as you'd find among the silks
and gauzes at a dressmaker's. Judith, where is